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THE ALDINE. 
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This is the scene which the artist has so beauti- 
fully illustrated. Tennyson pictures the same in a 
poem of considerable length, called "The Sleeping 
Palace : " 

•' All round a hedge upshoots, and shows 

At distance, like a little wood ; 
Thorns, ivies, woodbine, mistletoes, 

And grapes with bunches red as blood ; 
All creeping plants, a wall of green 

Close-matted, trees and brake and brier, 
And glimpsing over these, just seen, 

High up, the topmost palace-spire. 

When will the hundred summers die, 

And thought and time be born again, 
And newer knowledge, drawing nigh, 

Bring truth that sways the soul of men ? 
Here all things in their place remain. 

As all were order'd, ages since. 
Come, Care and Pleasure, Hope and Pain, 

And bring the fated fairy Prince." 

The Prince continued to wander through the pal- 
ace, until he grew weary and amazed. 

" Last he reached a silent chamber, 
Where through all the woodbine's clamber, 
And the roses' red profusion, 

And the jasmine's silver stars, 
Glowed the glorious sun's intrusion — 
Misty golden bars, 
Touching all with amber. 

In her bed, as white as snow, 

Softly had she slumbered, 
While old Time, with silent flow 

Had the long years numbered. 
Quiet as the dead she lay, 
Sleeping all those years away 

On her pillow, woodbine-cumbered, 
Wreathed with flowering may ; 
And her breath so softly slips 
Through the rosy-tinted lips, 
That the white lace seems to rest 
Moveless on her whiter breast. 



THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. — Dore. 

Drawn by her sweet lips' perfume, 
As a bee to golden broom 
When the braes are all in bloom, 
Stole the Prince across the room. 
Every step he nearer set, 
Oped the eyes of violet — 
Oped a little — wider yet ! — 
Till the white lids, quite asunder, 
Showed the beauties hidden under — 
Showed the soft eyes full of wonder, 

Opening, towards him turned — 
Till their radiance bent upon him 
From his trance of marvel won him ; 

And his bosom burned 
With the passion to outpour 
All his soul her feet before, 

Careless if she spurned, 
So that he might only tell 
That he loved her — and how well ! " 

The Prince kissed the Princess, and instantly all 
the sleepers awoke. It is related that the two es- 
caped, were taken to fairy land, where they married, 
and forever after lived very happily. The moral of 
this enchanting fairy tale has been sung by Tenny- 
son : 

" So, Lady Flora, take my lay, 

And if you find no moral there, 
Go, look in any glass and say, 

What moral is in being fair. 
O, to what uses shall we put 

The wildwood flower that simply blows ? 
And is there any moral shut 

Within the bosom of the rose ? 

But any man that walks the mead, 

In bud or blade, or bloom, may find, 
According as his humors lead, 

A meaning suited to his mind. 
And liberal applications lie 

In Art like Nature, dearest friend; 
So 'twere to'cramp its use, if I 

Should hook it to some useful end." 



THE BLUE BIRD. 

Such is the strange and sentimental title given by 
the artist to the beautiful picture which he has 
wrought. The incident depicted is probably of French 
origin, having been illustrated by the brush of Eu- 
gene Lejeune, a French artist. A lovely young woman, 
who may have been suspected of witchcraft, so be- 
witching is she in form, face, and features ; or who 
had given her hand and heart to one beneath her in 
rank, is confined in a strong and anciently-carved 
cell. She has been whiling away the weary hours, 
looking over the contents of her jewel-casket, ar- 
ranging some of the jewels in her hair, and about her 
throat. The imprisonment at the time indicated 
must have been of slight duration, else she cares 
little for it, for there is no trace of sadness on her 
face ; all is happiness, hopefulness, and lightsome- 
ness of heart. If a witch, she is holding converse 
with a pet blue parrot, which understands her lan- 
guage while it plucks at her necklace, k as if every 
form of a chain was hateful to it. The bird has a 
fresh blossom in its beak, broken from some shrub 
out of doors. Who shall say what tender message 
is concealed beneath its wings ? All nature sympa- 
thizes with the unfortunate maiden since birds fly 
to her and tender vines creep in through her cell 
window. 

The scene of this picture, from its costumes and 
architecture, is in Brittany, that province of France 
so well known for the simple habits of life led by its 
inhabitants, for their primitive customs, and the re- 
ligious enthusiasm which characterizes them. If the 
fair maid has been cruelly confined to keep her from 
a lover, she has found a way to hold communica- 
tion with him, much to the horror and astonishment 
of those who have pushed open the cell door to 
watch her. 
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